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THE “IASHK FAIRY. 
AN ORIGINAL TALE. 


Lucilla Amory, in her sixteenth 
year, was a lovely looking crea- 
ture, flushed with youth and beau- 
ty, ‘‘just between the woman and 
the child”? All hearts were taken 
by Lucilla at a glance, she was so 
frank, witty, and sparkling. She 
Jed the enjoyments of the young, 
aud enlivened the gravity of the 
oid; was the prime leader of new 
games, and could guess conun- 
drums like a Sybil; was apt at 
every thing, sang the last new 
song on her piano, chattered phra- 
ses at I'rench stores, was admired, 
sought, and yet, alas, dreaded; for 
Lucilla was aliar! Iknowitisa 
hard word to swallow, but call it 
by what name you will, whether 
while lying or black lying, disguise 
it in the ‘“‘not at home”’ of the busy 
housewife,or lounging novel read- 
er, mystify it with technical pecu- 
harities, or cover it up in all the 
shades that Mrs. Opie can devise, 
still dying is lying. 

Lucilla’s mother had imbibed 
loose notions on this subject. If 
her daughter’s wit set a circle in 
a roar, or her prettiness fascinated 
them to silence, it was enough for 
her; sometimes the idea of her 
want of veracity would startle her, 
but she comforted herself by say- 
ing, ‘Oh, Lucillais so young!— 
What can you expect of a girl of 
fifteen?” 

Lucilla was always in extremes. 
It was either the ‘‘coldest,”’ or the 
‘“‘warmest day she ever felt in her 
whole life;”? a party was ‘‘delight- 
ful,” or it was ‘‘horrible;” a young 
gentleman was either ‘“‘exquisitely 
charming,” or a ‘‘stupid fellow,” 
a young lady was a ‘“‘beauty,”’ or 
a ‘‘fright.’’ 

This spirit of exaggeration, as it 
is apt to‘do with females, extended 
to numbers. Every thing increas- 
ed on her lips, like Falstaff’s six- 
teen men in buckram; and it was 
as easy for her in counting to 
tmake thousands, as it was for Mr. 





Girard, of Philadelphia, to do so 
in reality. 

Helea Mortirer called on her 
one «lay. 

“Why were you not at the Ban- 
crofts’ party, last evening?’ said 
Lucilla. 

“TI was engaged elsewhere,” 
replied Helen. 

‘Oh! what a pity,” said Lueil- 
la. ‘*Wehad a divine time! I 
danced every cotillion, and was 
invited six sets beforehand.” 

““Indeed!”’ said Helen, ‘‘I under- 
stood that but one set was danced, 
on account of the heat of the eve- 
ning ”’ 

‘‘Good Heavens! Helen,” said 
Lucinda, ‘‘why there were six at 
least. I wish you had been there 
to have seen Miss Triptoe from 
New-York You know how vulgar 
it is to take steps; well, this belle 
cut such capers, and leaped so 
high, that | bowed and nodded to 
Miss Dwindie beneath her, while 
she was up in the air.”’ 

Helen cried out, ‘Oh, Lucilla.” 

“ Fedeclare,’’* satd Lucilla, “‘you 
may ask’any of the girls. ‘Oh, by 
the way, have you seen Mary Do- 
nald’s comb? It beats the South- 
American ladies out and out. J 
declare to gracious it is as high as 
grandmother’s mahogany backed 
chair, that was made in England 
befure the Revolution. Don’t 
shake your head, Helen, it was 
that high,* (measuring a halfia yard 
from the floor.) Did you ever see 
poor Mary Donald’s mother?— 
They say she flogs her servants 
every mornipg before breakfast, 
to keep them in good order.”’ 

Helen coloured deeply. ‘Mrs. 
Donald is a relation of ours, Lu- 
cilla,’”’ said she, ‘‘and we think her 
a very estimable woman It is 
true, that her servants.are assem- 
bled every morning, but it is to 
give them an opportunity of at- 
tending family worship. There is 
not a kinder mistress in South- 
Carolina.” 


* Southernisms. 





‘“Good powers!” said Lucilla, 
“who would have thought that you 
were related? It must have been 
another person, Mrs.” 

‘‘Stop,”’ said Helen, ‘‘I cannot 
listen to this calumny, Miss Lucil- 
la. You know that you are slan- 
dering, and that such remarks of- 
ten fix a stain on an individual 
or a community, which time can 
scarcely wipe away.” 

Lucilla trotted her foot with 
great earnestness at this rebuke, 
and coloured slightly. As Helen 
rose to go, she asked her if she 
had seen her worsted bell ropes?” 

“No. They are beautiful in- 
deed,” said Helen. ‘Did you 
make them ?”’ 

‘Oh, yes,” said Lucilla, care- 
lessly. ‘‘See how my finger is 
marked with the needle.” 

At that moment her mother en- 
tered. ‘“‘What, Miss Helen,” said 
she, ‘‘admiring my worsted work? 
I bey you to give Lucilla credit for 
this heart’s ease; she worked for 
me one whole morning!” 

Helen started, as if she had 
been guilty herself, for a religious 
conscience feels shocked at sin in 
any form. She unmediately took 
her leave. 

Lucilla was passing her last 
quarter at school, and her intelli- 
gent mind was rapidly attaining, 
what we mistakenly call the ‘‘fin- 
ishing of education.” 

By an unwarrantable misrepre- 
sentation, she had caused the dis- 
grace of a schoolmate, and the 
indignation of her class was so 
great, she was glad to return home 
alone. ‘lowards twilight, her pa- 
rents were absent, and as it wasa 
sultry evening, she seated herself 
in the- piazza, her heart untouched. 
by any feeling of shame. 

Absorbed in a kind of reverie, 
she was startled by the tread of 
many feet, and lifting her eyes, 
saw a procession of figures slowly 
enter the porch, and arrange them- 
selves against the balustrade, with 
their faces towards her. A strange 
and horrible variety appeared 1 
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their countenances. Some looked 
black and sullen, others distorted 
and malicious, some turned half a- 
side with a glance of triumph, and 
others leered with eyes of disgust- 
ing familiarity. The line extend- 
ed to the extremity of the build- 
ing, gradually softening from fe- 
rocity to beauty, and as her eyes, 
recoiling from the nearer, bent to 
the more distant objects, they dis- 
tinguished a majestic female turm, 
holding atorch,whose clear heav- 
enly eyes seemed to penetrate 
her thoughts. 

A restless silence pervaded her 
followers, while the figure with 
the torch,approaching Lucilla with 
a firm and measured tread, ad- 
dressed her thus: 

“Tam Truth. Alas, that I 
should be a stranger to one so 
young and fair. ‘These are my 
attendants, and though forbidding 
in aspect, they perform my will. 
All the shades of falsehood are 
represented on these faces, from 
the first exaggerated expression, 
to the crime of slander. ‘They 
will follow you unseen; for your 
slight offences the least deformed 
will become visible, but should 
you injure any one, expect to see 
their malignant eyes peering into 
yours, in the domestic circle, and 
the sparkling ball room.” 

As she said the last words, a 
few of the vilest faces turned ea- 
gerly towards her, as if already 
claiming her for their own. 

‘‘Before we part,”’? said Truth, 
‘Jet me warn you, that your very 
exclamationsare false. Whom do 
you address, when you say **My 
Heavens!” ‘Great goodness!” 
‘*My Powers!” ‘‘Goodgraciéus!” 
&c. Do you invoke the Deity? 
You shudder and say “no.” Be- 
ware, then,how you take his name 
in vain, for these expressions be- 
long only to him. 

‘Lucilla,’ continued she, “these 
are masis, which terrify you.—— 
When you conform to ‘Truth, you 
will know her followers, and see 
them as you do me.” 

Lucilla looked eagerly at her. 
Resplendent indeed was Truth. 
Her torch, whose clear and steady 


beam was coloured with rays of 
_ prismatic beauty, threw a glory 


vver her frame, and seemed to 





light the way through her serene 
eyes, to her very soul. A veil 
was thrown over her graceful form, 
revealing, with modesty, its fine 
proportions. Not an ornament 
was on her person, but there she 
stood, glorious in simple beauty, 
**Authority, with grace 
Of awfulness, was in her face.",—wonpns. 
Intently gazing cn Lucilla, she 
remained awhile silent; then, 
turning tothe fantastic procession, 
said, ‘*Ye know the signals! Cal- 
umnia, | wave my torch thrice 
and again for thee. Deceptia, 
thrice for thee. ixaggeratia, 
twice for thee. Flatterania, one 
flash forthee. Disappear.’’ 
A momentary tush was heard, 
and the torch of Truth was gone. 
[TO BE CONTINUED ] 


RUSLAGN WELPAM EA WERN SG, 


GREECE. 

This interesting country bids 
fair to resume its place amongst 
the nations of the earth. For 
four hundred years it languished 
under the oppression of the Turk- 
ish yoke. It was considered a 
part of the ‘Turkish empire, and 











the very name of Greek was al- | 


most forgotten in Europe. But 
the fire of freedom, although bu- 
ried, still lingered in the bosoms 
of the people. In our own time 
it has burst forth, and triumphed. 





Numerous, irregular, aid often | 


hopeless were the struggles, in 
which the Greeks, during the last 
twenty years, have engaged against 
their oppressors. ‘They were ig- 
norant, poor, divided amongst 
themselves, and without imposing 
numbers or resources. Once or 
twice, alter obtaining an apparent 
independence, and even organi- 
zing their government, they have 
been again reduced by the Turks 
to submission. At length the five 
great powers of Europe, viz: Rus- 
sia, Austra, Prussia, France, and 
England, interposed to arrest 
these protracted and murderous 
struggles. ‘They have declared 
that Greece shall be a separate 
country, and no longer a_ portion 
of the Turkish empire. But on 
the other hand. they have not per- 
mitted the Greeks to be perfectly 
independent, or even to choose 
their own form of government. 





The nation inclined to a republic 
But the five Allied Powers insist- 
ed upon a monarchy Rather 
than go back under the forme: 
tyranny, it seems the Greeks have 
quietly submitted. The crown 
was offered totwo or three candi- 
dates, but refused. At last a 
young Prince of Bavaria was c- 
lected, and accepted the throne. 
We leain by late advices that his 
government is dvuing well. He 
has divided the whoie country into 
provinces, over which he places 
Governors, but allows the people 
toelecta Council for each Gov- 
ernor. Attention is every where 


paid to the education and wants of 


the people. Several American 
Missions have established schvuols 
among them. Weshall watch the 
progress of this reviving nation 
with much interest, and commu- 
nicate it, from time to time, to our 
readers, 
PORTUGAL. 

An important victory has been 
obtained, in the capture of Don 
Miguel’s fleet by the Pedroites. 


——- = 


COM SUUNICAKEONS. 


For the Southern Rose Bud. 
Urs. Editor, 

You will oblige an admirer of 
the ‘Rose Bud,” by accepting 
this as the translation of the Mili- 
tary anecdote, which he had the 
pleasure of seeing in last Sater- 








_ day’s *Rose Bud.” 





**Leonulas, King of the Lacede- 
monians, when the Persians were 
mentioned as darkening the Sun by 
ihe multitude of their arrows, is 
said to have replied, ‘very well, we 
shall fight better in the shade.’ ” 

X. ¥Y. Z. 





Lor the Southern Rose Bud. 
THE FOUR WARDS IN CHARLESTON, 
Mrs Editor, 

I believe there is no subject, on 
which greater iguorance prevails, 
than the exact situation of the four 
Wards of Charieston. Who of 


your readers can tell in which 
Ward they live? 1 apprehend but 
very few. 

1 once had oceasion to ask sev- 
eral merchants along King street, 
in what Ward I was walking.—- 
Vhey all answered me differcuily, 
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and but one of them happened to 
be right, though even he ihnesitated 
considerably, and was not very 
positive upon the point at first. 

One error upon the subject I 
find is very prevalent, viz. that 
the Wards are formed by the cros- 
sing of Meeting and Broad streets. 
Now the fact is, that they are 
formed by the intersection of 
Meeting and Queen streets, 

Your readers may be assisted 
by the fullowing diagram. 

Boundary Street. 
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South Bay. 


The jingle of rhyme sometimes 
remains in the mind as long as 
we live. If your readers should 
reside in different parts of the ci- 
ty at different periods of their 
lives,it may be convenient to them, 
at least in election times, to call 
up these verses from the Southern 
Rose Bud:-- 

If you start from South Bay, 

And up Meeting street run, 
Then go East into Queen, 

You have Ward number One. 
{f again from South Bay, 

"} he same course you pursue, 
And turn J}Vest into Queen, 

It is Ward number ‘Two. 
Ifthrough Meeting your course 

Down from Boundary be, 
And turn East into Queen, 

It is Ward number ‘Three. 
But if you from Boundary 

Pace it once wore, 
And go West into Queen, 

Itis Ward number flour. 

Yours, 
A PEDESTRIAN. 


#or the Southern Rose Bud. 

Ele Adventures of a Fourpence. 

I first came into existence, in a 
daik and dismal abode in Phila- 
delphia- I was quickly transfer- 
red into the hands of a merchant, 
who threw me with an air of in- 
difference into Lis waistcoat pock- 
et. QOnhis way through one of 
the principal streets, le was met 
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ing look begged him for a trifle. 
Without any feelings of pity, but 
with aview to rid himself of her 
importufiities, he threw me to- 
wards her. She caught me up in 
a transport of delight, and hurried 
home to her invalid grandmother. 
‘This little girl, whom I shall call 
Lucy, was one of those, who con- 
sider the comfort and convenience 
of others, before their own; and 
although she was strongly tempted 
to exchange me for a beautiful 
toy; which caught her eye on her 
way llome, yet she remembered 
that her grandmother needed ma- 
ny little comforts, which she might 
procure her through my means, 
and with a generous disinterested- 
ness, she determinedto add me to 
some of my fellow coias and pur- 
chase a warm shawl for her much 
loved relation, which she knew 
would be acceptable, as the winter 
Was approaching. She according- 
ly did so, and you may imagive 
the joy of her grandmother, on 
receiving this proof of her filial 
aifection. It gave me inexpressi- 
ble pain to part with my amiable 
Lucy. I Was net long in the 
hands of the shopkeeper, before 
1 was given in exchange fora 
pair of gloves, to a fashionable 
young lady, who placed me in 
a bead purse, where IL tound 
several of my own family; but 
they were not very sociable, and 
{ did not teel inclined to con- 
versation, as my grief was great 
at parting with Lucy, whose 
amiable conduct had quite won 
my heart. I did not lke this 
young lady, and _ accordingly 
when she had arrived at home and 
was opening ker purse, Ll strug- 
gled so violently for my freedom, 
that I fell upon the floor, where | 
lay unobserved,until the next day, 
when the maf@ unluckily swept 
me into a crack, in which I have 
lain ever since. 

Gentle reader, pity my suf- 
ferings, and if you should ever 
mect with any of my family, rec- 
ollect the generous uses to which 
they may be applicd. 

A SCHOOL GIRL. 





“If you lose an hour in the 
morning, you are obliged to ru 
all day to overtake it.” 
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Summer Ornament for a Grate. 


Gather the yellow and pink sea-weed 
from Sullivan’s Island beach, and place it 
tastefully in the grate. It will keep for 
months its bright colour, without water, 
and while resembling flame, looks evol, 
from the association of the place whence 
it came. 





Veck Deposit for the Southern Rose 
Bud.—Subscribers in this quarter are in- 
formed, that their numbers will be left in 
future, at Mr. Anderson’s, opposite Mr. 
Sawyer’s. 

We regret, that our new vignette has 
not arrived from New-York. 








TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


REMITTANCES, 
From Orangeburgh, 8.C. $1. 
Irom Pen:acola, Flo. 1. 
From ‘Tallahassee, Flo. I 
From Athens, Cvo. a. 
From Savannah, Geo. 2. 


M. Lb. G. from New-Orleans, received. 
Several Communications unavoidably 
postponed. 





Conundrums. 
1, Why is a man making 100 per cent 
on his money like Lroland? 


2. Why are hay and straw like specta- 
cles? 








FOr MY YOUNGEST READERS, 


Mrs. Edilor, 

I have a little daughter named 
Cornelia, who was very much 
shocked at reading your account 
of Emma, who says “1 won’t,” to 
her mother, and she requested me 
to call upon her to do any thing 
forme. So I desired her to pick 
some beans off of the floor, and 
she did it cheerfully. Then I sar@, 
Cornelia, come and kiss mother, 
and she ran to me with open arms. 
She did every thing I told her, 
without objecting a word, and be- 
haved like a very good iittle girl. 
I hope, Mrs. Editor, there are not 
many such naughty little giils as 
Emina, in the city. 

You shall hear from me again, 
if Cornelia continucs to be a good 
girl, A SUUSCRIBER. 


I do not love an angry child, 

Oh.give me one,with temper mild, 

Who wakes with smiles at carly 
light, 

And smiling, fallsasleep at night 
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ORTErNAL POBIEX. 








FOR THE SOUTHERN ROSE BUD, 
SULLIVAN’S ISLE. 


When touch’d with misfortune the lone heart is sad, 
And we sigh for emotions to render it glad, 

‘Then nothing more sweetly the thoughts can beguile, 
"Than a walk on the beach of fair Sullivan’s Isle. 


Tis pleasant to rove by the sea-beaten shore; 

Yo list to the plash of the boatman’s light oar; 

‘To watch the gay skifls as they’re passing the while, 
On the bright, dancing waters of Sullivan’s Isle. 


‘The ocean’s deep billows now swelling arisé, 
Reflecting the hue of the brilliant blue skiés; 

Or gilded by moonlight’s soft rays seem to smile 

As they kiss the white sands of sweet Sullivan’s Isle. 


And oh! when we gaze on the placid sea’s breast, 
The passions must surely be calmed into rest; 

kor who can be angry, unkind, or revile, 

W hen inhaling the breezes on Sullivan's Isle? 


Rat dreadfal it is, when the storm rages round, 

When the lightnings flash fierce, and the thunders resound, 
To see the wild waters for many a mile, 

Lash the beautiful shores of vex’d Sullivan’s Isle! 


fiow quickly we think of the Arm which can save, 
As with terror we gaze on the tempest-toss*d wave! 
And we sigh for the sunshine of tieaven’s bright smile, 
‘To giid the dark sky over Sullivan's Isle! 

And ob! when there's peace and delight in the heart, 
And aff that we look on, cap pleasure impart; 

When affection and friendship our moments beguile, 
‘Then how sweet is a stro!] on calm Sullivan's Isle! 


‘Ehere are some whose hard fortune compels thém to roam, 
Far, fur from the hallow'd enjoyments ot home; 

To these it may lessen the pain of exile, 

"Po muse by the shores of our Sullivan’s Isle. 


‘There are others, alas! whose fever-lit eye, 

And hectic-flush’d cheek waken many a sigh, - 
Who come the sad moments of sickness to wile, 

By breathing thy balmy breath, Sullivan’s Isle! 

Bright Iste ofthe South! Bright Isle of the sea! 

May the angel of health ever linger.with thee! 

And when thy pure breeze fans the pale brow the while, 
May the heart learn to bless our dear Sullivan’s Isle! 


JULIA. 


WISHES. 





FIRST PUBLISHED IN THE PEARL. 


I wish I was a small bird, 
Among the Jeave$ to dwell, 

To scale the sky in gladuess, 
Or seek the lonely dell; 

My matin song should celebrate 
The glory of the earth, 

And my vesper hymn ring gladly, 
With the trill of car eless 1 mirth. 


I wish I was a flow’ ret, 
To blossom in the grove, 

I'd spread my opening leaflets, 
Among the plants I love; 

No hand wou!d roughly cull me, 
As I look d up to the sky, 

I silently should ope to life, 
And quietly should die. 


Anna. 


Ellen. 


I wish I was a gold-fish, 
To seek the sunny wave, 
Jo part the gentle rippie, 
And anid its coolness lowe: 


Vary. 











I would glide through life delighted, 
Amidst the glow ‘of day, 

And when night came on in softness, 
Beneath the star-beam play. 


Mother. Hush! bush! romantic prattlers, 
You know not what you say, 
When sou/, the crown of mortals, 
You would lightly throw away. 
What is the songster’s warble 
And the flow’ ret’s blush refin’d, 
To the noble thought of Deity, 

















Within your opening mind? c. <. 
iid PROSPECTUS. a 
SOUT HRN BOS BUD. 
Viren 38s 


Since the publication of the Rose Bun, papers of a similar 
character have increased so rupidly at the North, as to induce the 
Editor to change its title. 

Tur Sournern Rose 
August, in an enlarged form, with improved paper, and wiil be 
adapted in many points to matare readers, though not relinquish- 
ing the juvenile department. 

"The E ‘ditor again renews her pledge, to exclude from its pages 
al] allusions to political or religious controversy. 

The friends of the Rose Bu D, are requested to use their in- 
fluence for its circulation in the South and West, to enable the 
Poblisher to make continued improvements in the mechanical 
department. 


Terms, $1 per annum, payable in advance. 
RECOMMENDATIONS. 

We take a specia) pleasure in oficring our congr: atulations to 
our little favorite the ““Rosr Bunp,”’ its Editor, and its Patrons, 
on the arrival of this anniversary of its birth. It is not yet a full 
blown flower, but has gradually developed itself, and is about to 
shoot forth into a more mature and expanded beauty. 

Most cordially do. we recommend the “SourHERN Rosk 
Bup,’’ to the kindness and fostering care of the public. Nothing 
will ever be found in it to offend on the most critical perusal, 
while an extended and liveral variety is offered to its youthful 
readers. ‘Though particularly and sedulously adapted te the 
instruction and amusement of the young, its adult readers have 
often wept over and smiled upon sentiments and illustrations ut- 
tered to engage the sympathy and attention of inexperienced 
minds. 

Genius and talent contribute largely to its composition: ‘tast: 
and feeling soften and refine every page; while a sensitive purity 
keeps wateh over and sanctions the whole. 

May * continue to prosper, and circulate more and more wide- 
ly through our country. SAM’L. HENRY DICKSON. 

THO’'S. LEE. 
MITCHELL KING. 

We have been readers of the ‘‘Rose Bup,’’ and admirers of 
the talent it has ‘developed, and the just sentiments it has con- 
tained. C. E. GADSDEN. 

a Cc. J. COLCOCK, 

The ‘‘Rose Bup”’ has been a valued and entertaining vis'- 

tant in our families from its beginning, and we concur very sin- 


‘cerely in the sentiments of the ‘preceding recommendations. 


W. CAPERS. 
JOHN BACHMAN. 
THO’S. S. GRIMKE. 
I. E. HOLMES. 
Charleston, S. C. Aug. 17, 1833. 
3} Editors of papers are respectfully requested to insert the 
above. 








PRINTE D FOR THE EDITOR, MRS. C. GILMAN, 
BY JAMES 8S. BURGES, 44 QUEEN-STREET. 
Terms—One Dollar perannum. Payable in advance. 





Sup, will be issued on the 3ist of 
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